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oer Ss RECL {phan fre ciate’ traversed the park, in ‘OND,”? repl.cd Marceline ; and a car- 
'S tribute ‘the secret hope of handing herself unob- |/nation tint Overspread the cheeks of the 
Phen (Continued from page 108.) served. Her eyes sought for the print |; Orphan. 
ed thy ‘«¢ Incomprehensible man !” exclaime | dl strange footsteps on the sand ; and | “ Are you sure he is not?” added 
l be a Herstall. gber basket was, one evening, almost in- beet and ber countenance glowed 
oq «* He was dressed in black,” continu- stentionally forgotten, and left in the pa- with new lustre. ; 
e him, ed Marceline ; “long garments envelo ),Vilion. Vain expectation ! No apparition “| dare affirinat. If he were bound 
alway A him: but the beanty of his figure. presented itself to her; no mysterious by solemn vows to the service of the 
von next pe ae . hi y Siéatic fore ‘being wandered around her, amidst the jjaltar, he would never quit the religious 
j ie Tera acs. the dele oF aE thick foilage of the grove. Restless igarb ; he hes, how er, been seen but 
iF file sslionary’s robe which he wore.” } iand unhappy, Elodie returned to her rj once in the dicss ot a priest. My opin- 
exami. he The ‘missionary’s eobé 1” echesa | chamber. Vainly did she attempt to jjton may seen to you extravagant, buat I 
Elodie. eenspiile the ame “of Maeveiall ‘comprehend her new feelings, or to think Tam ne: deceived. I have nar- 
—— “ Ah! ie sinhin right.” ) explain her new ideas. | row ly observed the Recluse, who was 
An itated yet satisfied, she continued f i One thonght | incessantly occupied her | i}born for the purple rather than the 
OS Se ee inind : he, whose words were for ever |, chalice, and on whose august brow the 
=*. * er er gle RIT Ao oh ten iraven on her remembrance, had ac- ; helmet of the hero, and not the cowl of 
5 city. wacarter onal = Serey his ae Diasted her under the garb of a priest. the monk, should rest.” 
zy: rant ada i piel, eck: | te had then, perhaps, devoted his exis- : Pa ide purple!” repeated Elodie, in 
ter of Saint Maur could no longer doubi |'&?°° te the service of the Eternal: he {ja low tone. : : 
hat the unlsown of the chapel was the. iad pronounced his sacred vows at the ‘* His generous hands are blessed with 
ae oo eee foot of the altar! Tormented, she knew {{wealth,” pureved Marceline, ‘* and 
me ere oye ert: 8 and con-/2"* wherefore, by these reflections, she courage fills his lofty soul. Surely the 
. Mr. ‘ “ _ tsought the habitation of Marceline, learth contains but two beings, whose 
Cath. solation pall the sufferers of the aie hose temporary dweiling was conti oH ivirtues and uty raise them beyond 
obert wae 140 gd men retraced ther «' pa . —F loca) ihe rere ge me By 
the abbey. Pensive a@-sitent, the Or- 9" t© the mouastery.  sarceliue ; . , 
< . to speak of the Recluse. She was well || There exisis bat one Recluse, and one 
phan preceded them. ‘ No,” cried = ey b rolent ec. || Dove of the Monastery’ 
she, as she repeated the enthusastic acquainted with all the benevo en ac- ae . As a 
rood words of old Marceline—‘*No; the tions by which he had made himself | se anc wos og ” by _ 1ese 
; i known, and was anxious to raise the || words, the Orphan arose.—‘* Good Mar- 
genius of benevolence, the star of the ’ a aled bi celine, I Godst She, FOR?- che cried 
i, in mountain, the saviour of the wretched ; | ™ysterious veil that pugaooupe a bad sahies - “aati " 
, ina word, the Recluse cannot be a spi- ‘My good Marceline! aid whet ' ei v2 Ee ae -s Bie 
. rit of evil. He is reproached for his after having bestowed some little gilts, again. - 
nail mysterious existence ; -but is not the and received her thanks in retarn, ‘ will aes: 


Almighty himself mysterious? He is ac- 
>» cused of shunning mankind; but have 
not.holy mortals chosen to dwell in the 
"deserts of Thebais? A pious and con- 


ing 


v4 templatiye soul loves solitude and mys- 
tery.” 

Since her visit to the cottage of Mar- 
be celine, Elodie no longer sought to ba- 
ne nish from her recollection the scene in 

the gallery. Her dread of being follow- 
= ed in her solitary walks was entirely 

dissipated ; and when, as she crossed 

the gardens of the abbey, a slight move- 
- ment among the trees caused her heart 
’ 


to vibrate, the motion was no longer in- 
spired by terror. Scarcely consciofus 
of the nature of her sensations, the Cir- 
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your new cottage be finished soon? It 
has been a long time building ?” 

‘© Thanks to God and the Recluse,” 
replied the Sybil of the villagés «1 Shall 
be settled in my new dwelling before 
the antoumn.” 

‘‘ Have you rebuilt it inthe meadow ?” 

‘* Heaven forbid! it is placed on ri- 
sing ground, from whence I can direct 
my eyes towards the dwelling of the cho- 

0 of the mountain. He alone, while my 

fe is spared, shall each day share with 
tie Eternal my waking thoughts and my 








earliest prayers.” 

«The Recluse is undoubtedly a min- 
ister of religion,” said Llodie with a 
trembling voice. 

















The days of Elodie passed in tran- 
quility ; and her accustomed occupations 
banished weariness from her mind. 
Since the fatal tempest, nothing had oc- 
curred to disturb the peace of the val- 
ley ; and the Recluse was supposed to 
to have quitted his mountainous abode. 

There is a happy period of our exist- 
ence, when melancholy reflections make 
but a slight impression on the imagina- 
tion. Even in the midst of misfortune 
our thoughts are but slightly tinged with 
a dark shade. They are like the Hal- 
cyon, which, skimming with rapidity 
over the waves of the ocean, spreads its 
| white wings, and braves the storm. In 


































































































~, eeased to occupy her thooghts, and || 
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the morning of life our sufferings may 
be severe, but the sun of anticipated 
happiness will always dart its rays 
throdgh the mist of affliction. 


The orphan of the abbey, having suc- 
ceeded in banishing anxiety from her 
bosom, recovered her vivagity. The’ 
remembrance of the stranger gradually 


peace was restored to her mind. | 


The new babitation of Marceline ad- | 
vanced rapidly towards completion.— 
Elodie visited often, but. carefully 
avoided spea the only subject 
interesting to the grateful protegee of 
the Parlusé. =, . 

The renovating breath of spring had 
restored nature to her brilliancy. Eve- 
ry trace of the storm had wanished ; 
and the valley of Underlach, displaying 
to the gaze of the traveller its wild mag- 
nificence and rural treasures, resem- 
bled a vase filled with perfume.— 
Like the linnet inspired by the aspect of 
a serene sky, whose melodious accents 
are heard; in the midst of flowery, 
groves, and beneath the azure va 
heayen, the maiden of Underlach, 
kened by Aurora, and enraptured by 
the charms of nature, fd up her lute 
with the intention of uniting her sweet 
notes to the joyful cadences of the Song- 
sters of the woods. 


—— 







The sky was cloudless ;—the flowers 
of the meadow*had scented the air ; and 
the peaceful silence of morning was bro- 
ken only by the notes of the nightingale, 
and the distant murmurings of the cas- 
cade. Elodie seated herself on ‘the 
romantic bank of the torrent, and strack 
the chords of her lute in sweet harmony 
“with the murmur of the stream, which 
flowed overa bed of pebbles. Above 
the torrent a rustic bridge thrown from 
rock to rock, formed a picturesque arch 
erowned by a group of firs. Charmed 
with the seat she had chosen, the Or- 
phan sang the following words : 


* Printems, réveil de la nature, 
Qu’avec transport je te revois! 

Brilliante Aurora, ta voix pure 

, Crie ala terre—éveille toi \ 
ppui divin, douce espérance, 
‘Porte entr ouverte sur les cienx 
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“‘ Maitre des mondes, roi des ages! 
Espoir présent, jage futur! 
L’homme est il donc de tes ouvrages 
Le plus sublime et le moins pur! 
Toi dont j'implore la puissance, 
Qui des tems a régié le cours 
Avec le printems de mes jours, 
Ne laisse point fuir l’innocence! 


* Longs orages, jour funeraire, 
Qui frappez le faible Mortel, 
Vous n’étes souvent sur la terre 
Qu’une heureuse epreuve du ciel. 
Aux naufrages de |'existence, 
Gagnant un rocher protecteur, 
Gloire aux victiines de malheub, 
Qui purent sauver....l'innocence!” * 


The melodious voice of Elodie ascend- 
ed, with the perfumes of the valley, to! 
the dwellings of immortality. Carelessly | 
leaning against the trunk of an old pine 
tree, she ceased her song. On the) 
wings of Zephyr her last fiotes resound- , 





ed in the distance, like the plaintive sighs | 
of the harp of Malvina, through the ca-| 
verns of Morven. Elodie hung her lute | 
beneath the rustic bridge ; and. plunged, 


in delicious meditation, fancied she. 





their banners, shields, devices, Sea + 
armour, all their warlike decoration he 
fascinated her wondering eyes, Thine 
troops approached the mountain, gi 
directed their course towards the bridge, 

The Orphan, awakened from he; sup. 4 
prise, now felt only alarm ; and, forte 
ting her late, which she had hung «i 
the arch of the torrent, fled with prec} 
pitation towards the abbey. 




































The star of day began to gild the sum- 
mit of the mountaifis, when suddenly 


heard the harmonious voice of nature | 
choing her concluding accents. 





Astonished at the appearance of wt or 
diers in the peaceful shades of Under. 8 P Oo 
ach, Herstall was vainly COnjecturing | the | 
the cause of this unexpected eve, take 
when a confused trampling of horses s Nan 
and clangour of arms, was heard in th of t 
jcourt-yard of the monastery. Cou a gre 
Egbert de Norindall, the leader of te = his 
party, now presented himself befin MP) gor 
Herstall, and all was explained. [ the 
Afier the defeat and death of Charla B® pe 
the Bold, the Duke of Lorraine bade) > pin 
turned to his capital, and tranquillity E Du 
was restored to bis dominions. Low —® an 
the Eleventh, bowever, still reigned, 3 m 
and that prince could not endure thi} gy 
the neighbouring states sbould enjoy the bl 
blessings of peace. After having per | R 
suaded the Duke of Burgundy to & A 
=lempt. the conquest of Lorraine, aud ac 


the orphan perceived, in the path which” 
descended to the. valley, an unusual! 
brightness. The rays of the sun re-. 
flected on the helmets, shields and lan-, 
ces of a numerous party of warriors, 
whose resplendent armour sparkled in 
the distance. The daughter of Saint 
Maur, in motionless astonishment, con-! 
templated this novel sight. The neigh- 
ing of the horses, the guilding of their 
harness, the dazzling helmets of the! 
soldiers, the white plumes of the knights, 
. R 

* Hail Spring! Nature's reviving morn, I 
greet thee With transport! Bright Aurora! thy 
pure voice awakens nature from repose! Hope, 
celestial prospect, divine su; port! shed thy rays 
on the happy spring of innocence. 

“Lord of the: universe! King of ages’ our 
present hope—our future judge! Is then man, 


—— 





lengaged, by the treaty of Soleure, t 


throw oo obstacle in his way ; aflerhe F =a 
ving subsequently declared that be cor Hf 
sidered Charles as an odious usurpet, & h 
and Vjndicated, at least, apparently, the n 
rights. of Rene, whom he proclaimed y 
the legitimate sovereign of Lorraine; : 
he ‘suddenly pretended, that in right of ( 
femalé succession, the territory belong: 
ed to him, and he accordingly marched § 
with his army to Nancy. ‘ 
The King of France had already pos: 
sessed himself of Barrois* when Rene 
implored the aid of the Emperor of 
Germany, and armies were every where 
Jevied to defend his dominions. 
The Swiss Cantons interested them- 
selves warmly for this young prince, 














of all thy glorious works, Jeast pure, though th 
most sublime? Oh! thou whom I implore, 
ler of ages, let not innocence depart with t 
spring of my days! ' 
“ The storms which assail our bappiness, and | 
the days of mourning, are often but trials im 
posed by heaven on (rail mortality! Happy are 








De tes rayons—charme ei ces Jieux 
Ihenreux printems de linnocence, 


= 


the victims whoir the wrecks of life have grasp- 


cence, 


who was adored by his people.—Count 
‘Egbert de Norindall had been sent, by 
thie Duke of Lorraine, to solicit somé 
ppwerfal reinforcements from the Hel- 
vetic Republic, and it was subsequent to 
bas having, succeeded in his important 
mifission, and as he was retarning ‘0 


_— 














ed the rock of safety, and preserved their iuno- | 
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is 


A province belonging to Lorraine. 
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wards Nancy, that the favourite friend | peared entirely the master of his feel- 
of Rene, and his numerous escort, cros-||ings, and yet he could not always sup- 
sed the valley of Underlach. press the emotions of his ardent and 
The family of Count Egbert was|)impassioned soul. 
known to Herstall, and the old man re- He had carried friendship almost to 
ceived the noble knight with eager cour- {fanaticism ; and, perhaps, his love, had 
tesy. Egbert had passed his early youth jhe known the sentiment, would have 
at the court of Charles the Bold, and as|}been absolute delirium. The burning 
the devoted friend of that prince had jjardour of his feelings seldom glowed in 
accompanied him in all his warlike ex-|jin his countenance ; his pious and mag- 
peditions. nanimous heart was raised to Heaven,| 
On the day which proved so fatal to|/atthe moment when he seemed most 
the hero of Burgundy, Count Egbert was |i devoted to earth; and while the subli- 
taken prisoner, beneath the walls of|/mest thoughts proceeded frour his ex- 
Nancy. Rene had heard of the valour jjalted mind, his soul was capable of the | 
of the Count de Norindall, and was de- || most heroic sacrifices. | 
sirous to attach the illustrious warrior to}; Herstall, long exiled from the society | 
his interests. Egbert, having been in- | of man, was, at length, once more in the) 
formed of the dreadful death of Charles |j midst of an assembiaze of warriors. As| 
the Bold, whom, in spite of his crimes, ||the companions of Egbert surrounded) 
he had so sincerely loved, abandoned || the old man, he looked on them with al 
himself to the most violent grief. Thejjsigh. Formerly he, like them, had gra- 
Duke of Lorraine sought his prisoner, |jced a court; he had tasted the illusions 
and mingled his tears with those of the jjof glory ; and, like them, had been ad- 
mourner. Grateful for his generous |jmired. Now, no one even asked whe- 
sympathy, from that hour the inconsola- || ther he were living or dead. 
ble Eghert found in the presence of} Obliged to bestow the courtesies of) 
Rene alone, an alleviation of his sorrow. || hospitality on the defenders of Lorraine, | 
Affection succeeded gratitude in his bo- | Herstall caused the long gallery of the| 
som, and the virtues of the Duke of Lor- Smonastery to be illuminated and prepa-| 
raine inspired the heart of Egbert with | red for thé evening banquet. Already; 
a sincere friendship. Loaded with the || ad the noble companions of the Count! 
favours of the Prince, and feeling that |jde Norindall assembled, when Herstall 
his return to Burgundy, where Charles |}approached. A youthful beauty sus-| 
no longer reigned, would be attended jj tained his feeble steps, like another An-| 
with painful recollections, he fixed his jj tigone, and a cry of universal admiration | 
abode at the court of Nancy, and became echoed through the hall as the Maiden| 
one of the principal leaders of the army || of Underlach raised her veil. 
of Lorraine. What a moment for the Orphan! Eve- 
Egbert, still in the flower of his age, i ry eye was fixed on her, whose downcast 
possessed all the virtues of the hero. j|looks sought the ground. Less beauti-| 
Although neither remarkably tall, nor |} ful was Armida in the camp of the Cru- 
perfectly handsome, the Count @@No-|lsaders! Seated at the banquet near the, 
rindall, even without the appendages of} Count de Norindall, Elodie was silent, | 
his rank, attracted universal admiration ||..nd for the first time in his life Egbert | 
amongst the noblest knights. Asuperi-|jcontemplated a young and beautiful 
er genius seemed to hover around him,||female without seeking to attract her 
and command respect. His eye, full of] attention. The Knights observed their 
expression and fire, penetrated the soul. ||commander. The charms of the»Or-| 
He was accused of taciturnity ; but how |iphan seemed to have surprised him, bat 
frequently do we find that a heart rich |}no emotion manifested itself in his fea- 
in sentiment is poor in words. tures.- He remained io mute reflection, | 
While he claimed the admiration of|}as though secretly interrogating his! 
the public, and extorted praise from the ||heart, and doubting whether his hour of 
indifferent, he possessed over his end- |jlove bad arrived. 
mies an influence which compelled the Elodie at last ventured to cast a timid | 
to silence. Calm and serious, he ve. glance on the brilliant assemblage by, 
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EEE 
which she was surrounded. What a 
scene of novelty forher! The knights, 
radiant with valour and youth, their 
shining armour, their waving plumes, 
the glare of a thousand torches, the ad- 
miration of heroes, who, compared with 
the mountaineers, resembled demi- 
gods ;—all combined to confuse her 
thoughts, dazzle her eyes, and agitate 
her soul. 

** So young! so beautiful !’’ cried the 
Count de Norindall, addressing her, 
‘‘and alone in this monastery?’ The 
deep aud manly voice of the chief of the 
warriors alarmed Elodie ; her eyes met 
those of Egbert, and she blushingly re- 
plied, ‘*I1 am not alone; the adopted 
daughter of Herstall dwells with her 
father in contentment.” 

‘** And your peaceful days are unassail- 
ed by weariness?” ‘Br weariness! 
how can I feel wearine:*s when every 
moment is employed? ; neither desire, 
expect, or regret the pleasures of life.” 
“As yet you have known nothing!” 
cried Egbert. ‘‘ Can knowledge confer 
happiness ?”’ said the maiden with nai- 
vete. 

At the conclusion of the repast the 
Count de Norindall arose; and taking 
Elodie’s trent"riig hand, ied her towards 
the parlour of the abbey. He had cros- 
sed the gallery and reached the passage 
which led, on the one side, to ihe cha- 
pel, and, on the other, to the «partment 
in the abbey, when Elodie drew , back 
with a shriek of terror. She fancied 
she saw a mysterious figure glide past 
her and vanish. On this same spot the 
Recluse had first addressed her.—Could 
it be he? 

Ignorant of the cause of her alarm, 
Egbert interrogated Elodie, who attribu- 
ted her fear to a weak dread of dark- 
ness and subterranean passages. ‘* ‘Ten- 
der Ivy,” said Egbert, in a low tone, 
‘‘wouldst thou refuse the support of 
the cedar?” These words were pro- 
nounced in a soft accent as he pressed 
the hand of the Orphan. Elodie quick- 
ened her steps and was silent: she 
knew not how to reply. 

The daughter of Saint Maur retired 
to-her cell much agitated, and scarcely 
daring to question her heart. For the 
first time in her life she*had been an 





object of homage to an applauding 
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—OOeeeeeeeeee 
crowd ; the noblest knights of Lorraine | 
had paid her the tribute of admiration ; | 
and the friend of Rene, the hero for 
whom the most celebrated. beauties of, 
the Court of Nancy had sighed in vain, | 
the Count de Norindall, seemed to think 
butofher:. his habitually grave counte-) 
nance beamed with tenderness as he’ 
gazed on her; and when he spoke, emo-| 
tion almost checked his utterance. Was 
she then beloved? 

A thousand confused thoughts haras-, 
sed her soul. In imagination she be- 
held the sumptuous Court of Lorraine,’ 
where the knights of the powerful 
Rene, the companions in arms of the 
valiant Egbert, were assembled! what. 
honours must devolve on those whom 
Providence destined for their compan- 


~ steps! and when at the feet of beauty the 
sons of glory prostrated themselves, | 
what a triumph for the God of Love! | 
A of pride agitated the heart 
ofthe Orphan. Egbert, the illustrious, 
Egbert, had not, it was true, fallen at 
her feet ; but to-morrow perhaps !— 
Elodie opened the grated window of her 
chamber, and reproaching herself for 
her thoughts, prayed to the Eternal for 
pardon. The firmameni wis sparkling 
with stars, and the planet of the night, 
silently traversing the celestial vault, 
shed hersilvery light over the face of 
nature. ‘The eyes of the Maiden were 
directed towards the mountain, and again 
the Recluse occupied every thought.— 
The Count de Norindall---his Knights 
—the Court of Lorraine---all, all, were 
»» forgotten ! 
~" “Ab!” cried Elodie, “a glittering 
helmet decorates not his head, a iofty 


and jewels adorn not his garments, nei- 
ther does a scarf of love or glory en- 
circle his form ; and yet, even in that 
gallery, where the companions of Fx- 
bert were assembled, how glorious he 


looked in his dark robe! what a divine | 


light eradiated his cquntenance, and how 
Majestic was his deportment! how su- 
perior ‘vould he have appeared if, cloth- 
ed in shining armour, he had stood in 
the midst of the Knights of Lorraine 
and was it he who crossed the passage 
from the Chapel, or has imagination de- 
ceived me! Incomprehensible 


* plume floates not over his brow ; gold | 


thou scatterest thy benevolence, and 
yet seemest wretched ; thou speakest 
of remorse, and wearest the semblance 
of the angel of virtue !—but what do | 
say, ought I to seek to comprehend thy 
thoughts or who thou art? I, who know 
not what I am, nor what I feel. 

(To be continued.) 
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THE LEGEND OF THE STONE HOUSE, 
OR LOVE CURED BY FRIGHT. 


The tales of Olden Times, are often 
so amusing and ridiculously extravagant, 


i 









rigid matron, for violating the decy 
logue in working on the Sabbath day |. 
where to enter the house of Worsip 
bare-footed, was considered h-inoys ae 
the sight of God; and punishment jp, 
flicted on all, who presumed to eat their © 
bread and cheese in the porch, ora 
the steps, during an intermission 
divine service !—where witches wen | 
said to be weighed in the balance, wig 
the Church Bible, a pondrous folio 
when if it so happened, that their shrivel, | 
led forms were unable to raise the beam, | 
they were condemned to be strangled o 7 
drowned, and their bodies buried at low. & 
watér mark, face downwards for fey & 












that we frequently pause at their recital, 
and contrast them, with what in reality 
might have taken place, to form the sub- 
(ject matter of them, as Legendary Nar- 
ratives. 


a period, when witchcraft, was sup- 
posed to exist; when old superannuated 
matrons, whom care and worldly vexa- 
tions had driven from society, took up- 
on themselves the title of fortune tellers 
Pretending by cups and cards, to pen». 
| disclose. the hidden mysterm 
with illasions on 


> 


of fate : 
‘ 


ithe Hrick 
the spirits from the ** vas.y 


io ¢ 


jsoar aloft through regions of ether, 
then suddenly descend, and vanish 
throngh cracks or key holes. 

But the witches of those days have all 
fitted away: the light of education has 
dissipated the clouds of ignorance and su- 
pefstition, which enveloped some of our 
|grandsires and grandames, and expelled 
\those ‘* hags” who sported with their 
feelings, and extorted their subsistence 
from them. 


' 


| 


| tn our days, however, facts, aston- 
jishing, it is true, are often disclosed, 
| which raise the curiosity at their touch 
towards the marvellous. But all who 
have seen the Stone House, will readily 
allow that probability if not possibility, 
may with some propriety be attached 
to thisstory. Unlike other legendary 


| 


own New-England 3 in that part which 
has been so justly denominated the land 
of steady habits. Where the wicked 








man ! } 


re: 





{ 


| 


The following, however, is dated at! 


they might scratch out again. 














trate into the secrets of foturity, and : 


1} the 
ep «ud famong the tribes of Indians residing in 
astride a broom-stick, travel in the wir, fi that vicinity, 


tales, far fetched, the scene lies in our ! 


beer-barrel, has been whipped by the | 


These and numerous other salutary BH go: 
remedies against evil doers, said to have é re 
heen practised by the good peopled  w: 
Connecticut, deserve to be recorded tp AK T 
their everlasting honor. 0’ 

In years past when the colonyd Fy 
Connecticut was under the authority d v 
ithe mother country, some of the inhab: q s! 

Hl tants, cultivated among their children,a F 
. |bigh veneration for any thing wonderfil 





\ ormarvellous. In that part near where 
‘the Thames rolls its course towards the 
}ocean, are several remarkable places, 
subject of traditionary accounts 


im hn .| —! 





Lantern Hill, which is famed from 
the circumstance, of the wife of a chiei 
having precipitated herself from the top 
into a pond at the foot, and no traces of 
her body could ever afterwards be found; 
though often in the clear evenings, a0 
airy form was said to have been seen 
seated on the brow of the hill, which 
when approached, moved towards. the 
pond,{amd disappeared. The Indians 
often visited the spot, for the purpose of 
catching her, supposing she wilfully 
evaded a meeting : but when they found 
it vain,—considered the place as haun- 
ted, and ever afterwards shunned that 
side of the mountain where she had 
leaped off. The white people were 
superstitious enough to believe this tra- 
ditionary tale, and always after dark, '0 
passing the spot, with beating hearts, 
walked fast, not daring to look towards 
the place, for fear of encountering the 
sppctre of this ebony coloured damsel, 
wito had voluntarily immolated herself 
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The face of nature in any country, 
does not, perhaps, produce a more ro- 
mafitic spot, than that which is exhibited 
ata place called the Stone-House, situ- 


ated on the western shore of the river | 
Thames, near Jacob’s Rocks. The river |! 
which is hemmed in on both sides by a}, 
lofty range of hills, on this side, is bound- | 


ed by a high ledge of rocks, which piled 
one on another in huge masses, with 
their craggy sides frowning over, ap- 
pear ready to totter and fall on the 
shore below ;—while the river rolling 
majestically to Fisher’s Island Sound, 
empties into, and mingles itself with the 
ocean. Numerous flocks of sea-fowl 
sport upon its bosom, diving and rising, 
soar away for a distance, and then alight, 
resting upon the gentle heavings of the 
water as .in small surges it rolls along. 
The fish-hawk flying with extended wing 
over the surface, ever and anon poun-) 
ces upon its prey, then soaring aloft, 
wings its flight to the forest near by and 
silently devours its finny victim. 

All who have seen a fine spring morn- 
ing can form some idea of the country 
surrounding. Standing on a lofty emi- 


nence, all its diversified beauties lie be- | 


fore you. The fields of green glisten- 
ing with the dew of night, and bespang- 
led with the different colours of the 
clover, dandelion and butterflower, ex- 
hale their richest odours and mingle 
with those of the wild-rose, which 
speckle a more uneven part of the|! 
landscape.—Feathered songsters,  flit- 
ting on airy wing dart from bush to bush, 
sipping the dew-distilled water from! 
the leaves and flowers around them.—}: 
The forest trees clad in leafy covering, 








olden times rush on your memory as the 
rocky moppt meets your sight, and the 
legendary” ‘Story of the place crosses 
your mind :— 


(To be continued.) 


oe eee wre: 
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APOLOGY FOR THE LOQUACITY OF 
WOMEN. 


It isa very ancient adage, that nature 
‘does nothing in vain. To women she 
‘has given the talent of talking more fre- 
‘quently as well as more fluently than 
men; she has likewise endowed them 
with a greater quantity of animation, or 
what is commonly called animal spirits. 
Why, it may be asked, has nature in 





this article, so eminently distinguished 


——- 
a 


APOLOGUE, 

The following apologue is by Dr. 
Sheridan, and is rathera more lucky 
specimen of his wit than that which he 
gave on the anniversary of George I.’s 
birth day, on which occasion he preach- 
ed asermon from this text—*« Suffictent 
for the day is the evil thereof,” and was 
rewarded for his facetiousness by being 
struck off the list of chaplains to the 
Lord Lieutenant,* and forbidden the 
Castle :---«fliction, sitting on the sea- 
shore, traced in the sand, with a branch 
of willow, a figure which she called a 
man, and Jupier passing that way in- 
spired it with life. A contest presently 
arose for this new creation. Earth 
claimed the figure as having furnished 





women from men? For the best and | the materials ; Aflietion as having traced 


wisest of purposes. 


‘The principal des-| it ; 


; Jupiter as having inspired it. The 


tination of all women 1s to be mothers ‘ypaves stion was referred to an assembly of 


hence some qualities peculiar to such a 


ithe Gods, where it was decided that 


‘destination must necessarily have been |} man should be the property of Afflsction 


bestowed upon them: these qualities} 


are numerous—a superior degree of 


patience, of affection, of minute but!! 
useful attention, joined to an almost i- || 


cessant speaking. 


Here, however, | must confine my 


- observations to the last conspicuous and 


‘eminent accomplishment. ‘To be oc- 
cupied with laborious offices, which de- 
}mand either bodily or mental exertions, 
and not unfrequently both, is allotted 
the men. These causes, besides their 
‘comparative natural taciturnity, totally 
incapacitate them for that loquacity 
‘which is requisite for amusiog and teach- 
‘ing young children to speak. 
employments of women are of a more 


| domestic kind. Household affairs, and 


rear their tall tops, sparkling with dew- | particularly the nursing and training of 
drops, in the beams of the rising sun; | children, are sufficient to engross their 


while the purling spring bubbling its 
pure water from its stoney bosom, gently 
meanders through the fields to the rocky 
shore, and mixes with the majestic 
Thames. The high ledges of rocks, 
present their moss covered sides, wet 
and shining, “until the rays of Sol warms 


‘attention and to call forth ail their inge- 
nuity and active powers. The loquaci- 
‘ty of women is to often considered by 
poets, historians, and unthinking men, 
‘as areproxch upon the sex. 
‘this description know not what they say. 
‘When they blame women for speaking 


and dries their damp velvet covering.—!) much, they blame nature for one of 


The wild and gloomy view of the Stone- 
House on the margin of the river at ¢ 
distance below, is. lost in the beauties 
which first strike your eye ; 
approach nearer, the wild scenery 
around, inspires a dread—the tales 


but as yous}, 





lher wisest institutions. Women speak 
much—they ought to speak much—na- 
‘ture compels them to speak much; and 
when they do so, they are complying 
religiously with one of her most sacred 








and useful laws. 


But the 


Men of 


| during his life time, return to Earth 
{when dead, and his spirit to Jupiter whe 
gave it. 
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From La Belle Assemblee. 





The stalk of this plant is long, smooth, 
and hollow ; its blossoms consisiof six 
leaves forming spherical bunches ; and 
its leaves are without filaments. There 
was a law among the Greeks which pro- 
hibited any one who had eaten garlick 
‘from entering the temple of Cybele : 
and whoever dared to infringe this law 
was regarded as a profane person. 
The Moluccas, on the contrary, look 
upon this plant to be a preservative 
against evil spirits, and always carry 
a portion of it about their persons. 
Angelica; emblem of Inspirction.— 
This is an unbelliferous plant, the seeds 
of which are long, narrow, and round, 
and of avery agreeable odour ; its stalk 


and terminztes in umbles of white blos- 
soms. This plant has been also named 
the root of the Holy Ghost; and it has 
in medicine a celestial virtue. _ As it 
bears the name of the inspiring comfor- 
ter, it was right to make it the emblem 
of inspiration. 








BOTAN aL EMBLEMS. —" 
Garlick ; emblem of Profanation.--- 


grows to the height of five or six feet, 
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~ were oft times found as part ofthe estab- 


y ‘adventurous wight, when a school-boy, | 
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VARIETY. was standing at one of the windows of 
his chateau, saw a huntsman of bis ac- 
quaintance pass by, and requésted that 
he would bring him some game. The 
huntsman was attacked by a large wolf ; 
he fired his arquebuse without wounding 
the animal; he thenseized the wolf by 
the ears, and, with his hunting-hanger, 
cut off one of his paws, which he put 
into his bag. He retugned to the gen- 





































Extract from the history of Oliver Cromwell. 
When quite a child, at his grandfa- 
ther’s’ Sir Cromwell, at Hinchinbrook, 
there was a large monkey in the man- 
sion; the baboon, as well as the buffoon 
lishment of great houses, agreat while 
pea Se, PME aang Itleman’s castle, and on searching his 
to master Oliyer,—the sagacious animal bag for the woll’sipaw, he drew out a 
fight for ought we know, have had the | human end; with a gold ting én one of 
ne, eee me eeer, sae we ithe fingers. The gentleman immediatie- 
*¢ lines o’ th’ face,’”’—and therein mark ily recognised the hand to be his wife’s, 
Ge Nie + eh monkey Wyesee=~ Hand this somehow led him to suspect her. 
- sag “ag darling, and.scramiage I He went in quest of her, and found her 
wath img the wall upoo the roof Of, the kitchen, with benarm hid under 
oe. des: family, * terror, | her apron. The gentleman produced 
hastened to surround the height with H he han 2; stab alivscould:net deny hev- 
beds, ° ouich the wugstecnapree-— ing assumed the form of the wolf which 
2 vena m8 eee ee’ — attacked the huntsman. The woman 
predic “Ns beck id lain: ter 2 aR found guilty, and burnt at 
Another escape is recorded of this} _~ 





: eR A decent young woman, long mar- 
- a x “hg hamper ~ lried to ascandalous spendtbrift was re- 
iE ‘ f the alll A | monstrating with him on his shameful 
Johnson, saved him at the hazard ¢ “h a oe Awenet yee 928 mers 
sewn live. Many years afterwards, when prety ewby Prdgerty, and if yoo had 


the minion. of fortune had become a 


die of the night by the lieutenant of the 
watch, who informed him wit) 
agitation, that the ship was on fire 
the magazine. “ If that be the cag: 
said he, rising leisurely to put on his 
clothes, ‘ we shall soon hear a furthe 


jreport of the matter.” The lieutenay 


flew back to the scene of danger, aj 
almost instantly returning exclaimed, 
“You need not, sir, be afraid, the fin 





prosecuted your calling with that indus-|i 


is extinguished.” “ Afraid!” exclaig. 
led Howe, ‘* what do you mean by thy | 
‘sit? I never was afraid in my life 
and looking the lieutenant full in th 
face, he added, ‘* Pray how does amg 
feel, sir, when he is afraid? 1 pee 
not ask how he loeks.”’ 





* 


_—_——— - 





When the cruel fall into the hands i & 
the cruel. we read their fate wih U 
horror, not with pity. Syllacomman F 
ed the bones of Marius to be broken, 
his eyes to be pulled out, his bands) FF 
be cut off, and his body to be tomis 
pieces with pincers, and Cgtiline was 
the executioner. ‘A piece of cruel 
ty,” "says Seneca, ‘ only fit for Maria 
‘to suffer, Catiline to execute, and Sylla 
w command.’’—Lacon. 





—————— EE 





try, observed by some folks, you would 
ere this have placed us above the world.” 
—‘‘ What! (replied the fellow) tax me 
with the property you brought me ! Hark 
lye, Kate, when I first saw you, you 
jhad not a rag on, and now’—* And 
;what now?” (replied the wife.) Why 


66 - 224 
Do you remember me, Sir? }now (replied the husband,) you are 


nothing but rags. 








general, and was marching through Hun- 
tington at the head of iis army, he re- 
cognised his preserver in the person of 

~an aged man. Honesty and loyalty were 
not the best qualifications for prefer- 
ment—he was only curate of Cunning- 
ton. 
said Cromwell, “I owe my life to you 
some years ago.” ‘* Remember you, 
yes,” answered the curate ; ‘ but, had} 
I supposed that you would have appear- 
ed in arms against your sovereign, I 
would have held you ‘under water, 
rather than dragged you out.” 












——. 
LASTING WEAR. 

* A friend was complaining to Cole- 
man, that he should be obliged to change 
jhis tailor, as he found that a suit of 
clothes, would not last him above half 
the time it ought to do; and enquired if 
he could recommend him any where, 
where he could meet with apparel more 
jdurable ; “ yes (said Coleman,) I can 





Extract from a curious French Historical work 
* of remarkable circumstances and events. 

Th 1587, the parliament of Paris con- 
demned Jaque Rolet, asa wolf-man, for 
having eaten the best part of a little boy 
whe unforiunately feil into hig power (De 
Lanere, arrets notables de Paris.) . 

In the year 1588, in a village among } 
the mountains of Auvergne, about two} 
Jeagues from Apchon, a gentleman, who 


you may have a swit that will last 
your life.” 





; LORD HOWE. 
Admiral Lord Howe, when a captain, 


! 


A new and valuable styptie which will stop bleet- 
ing even of the largest blood vessels. 

Take of brandy or common spirits " 
two ounces ; Castile soap two drachms; © 
pearl ash one drachm ; scrape the soap jj 
fine and dissolve it in brandy ; then add § 
the pearl ash, mix it well together, and 
keep it close in a phial. When you & 


gets of lint in it, and the blood willim: 
mediately congeal. 

it operates by coagulating the blood a 
considerable way within the vessel: @ 
few applications: may be necessary 
where the wound is deep, or where @ 
limb is cut off. 








Valuable Receipt for curing a cough.— 


recommend you to Chancery, and there}\1 oz, Elecampane Root, 1 do. Wild 
youjiCherry Bark, 1 do. Comfrey Root, I 


dy. Hoarhound, (herb) well boiled 
2})quarts of water; add 1 Ib, browD 
s#igar; strain it, and add 1 pint of best 
Sjpirits—-take balf a wine glass three 


was once hastily awakened in the mid-|titnes a day. 


4 








apply it, let it be warmed, and dip pled- ’ 
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FOR THE LADIFS’ LITERARY CABINET. 


THE KISS. 


The charm of her smiles seem’d enticing to hea- 
ven, 
So sweet and so saint-like were they ; 
Her glance was a flash, which seem'd wickedly 
given 
To light our hearts just (other way. 


But oh! on her lips her perfection was wasted, 
They seem’d the dominion of bliss: 
What would 1 have given, just then, to have 
tasted 
The voluptuous zest of her kiss! 


I cannot tell how,—but by magic most charm- 
ing, 
My heart would not bow to control: 
The wild fire of youth raised rebellion alarming, 
~——And—three or four kisses I stole ; 


An hectical blush,—like the sky’s tint at even, 
Spread over her well figured face ; 
She fain would have frowu'd,—but on brows so 
like heaven, 
A frowu’s not the emblem of grace. 


She only réeliiked—but I said, fraught with 
pleasure, 
* By heavens! you cannot complain, 
I pilfer'd, ‘tis true, aud tho’ sweet is the treasure, 
You may take back the kisses again!” 


But all was too frail,—so I did)but my duty, 
Oh, impudence, thou art an elf! 

The kisses I'd stolen from regions of beauty, 
Were nobly replaced by myself! 


Whenever your heart is o’erpress’d by a sorrow, 
Whenever it throbs for a bliss, 
Seek the maiden you love,—from her pouting 
lips borrow 
The venereal zest of a kiss! 


To kiss and be kissed in the warmth of affection, 
To end and begin o’er again, 

Is a heaven of bliss, so replete with perfection, 
That pleasures less genial give pain ! 


This life is a day whose best hours are wasted, 
By plodding for that thing and this ; 
Blind bigots will throw up their creeds when 
they've tasted 
The orthodox zest of a kiss! 
HAROLD. 


To the Editor of the Lad'es’ Literary Cabinet. 

Sir—If the following tribute of respect to an 
eld and faithful servant, seem worthy of an in. 
sertion in your interesting paper, it is at your 
service. 

TO MY “GREY GOOSE QUILL.” 

Thou solace of my lonely honr, 
Once more I seek thy friendly power 





} 


, When cares oppress; when friendship’s fled, 
When rime joy with time have sped 
Bourt thy magic sway. 


| The cup of sorrows, I have drank 
Its dregs of gall, tho’ e’er so rank 

Thy power hath made them sweet. 
Years, days, and months, have soon gone by; 
Time has long hush’d pale misery’s sigh 

Yet I no hope may greet. 


Yet hail, my “grey goose-quill,” to thee 
I'll tribute pay, and it shall be 

A “furlough” for a week. 
Away from me, thou still may’st find 


Some master, whom thoul’t deew more kind, 
But scarcely one more meek 
HENRY. 


West-Point, Jan. 30ih, 1822. 





FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 


Mr. Ed'tor—By giving the following Cynica 
Lines, and the. answer annexed, a place in the 
Cabinet, you will gratify 

CHINCHILLI. 


CYNICAL LINES ON WOMAN. 


Women are books, and meu their readers be— 
In whom, oft times, they great errata see : 
Here, sometimes we a blot—there, we espy 

4 leaf misplac d—at least a line away 

| If they are books, I wish that my wile were 

| An Almanac, to change her every year 





ANSWER— Hatempore, bya Lady. 
Women are books—in this I do agree; 
And men there are, who can’t read A B C: 
And some, who have not genius to discern 
The beauties of the books they wish to leara— 
For those, an Almanac do often hold, 
Mach more of science than they can unfold. 
But thank our stars, our critics are not these ; 
The men of sense and taste we always please: 
Who know tochoose,and then to prize their books 
Nor leave the line direct, in search of crooks ; 
And from these books their noblest pleasures flow, 
Although perfection is nat found below ; 
With them we're in a wor!d of error thrown, 
And our Errata stands against their own. 


FOR THE LADIES LITERARY CABINET. 


IMITATION OF BURNS. 


Fareweel ye bounie birks 0’ Clyde, 
The pibrach ca’s awa, 

Fareweel loch Lomoud’s peacefu’ side 

@® I may ne'er ken ye mair. 

I gang afar to Palestine 
To hold the Christian’s creed, 

But Lomond a’ my soul is thine 
Wi’ Nannie o’ the Tweed! 


I canna gang wi'out ane tear 
For Nannie in my een, 
And itka de’ thou’t a’ mair dear 








To charm my griefs away. \ 


But now we maun be twin. 





= —. 
Yes,—when awa fra’ bonnie Clyde, 

Sae sair my heart indeed, 
I'll think o’ thee,—thy winsome side, 

And Nannie o’ the Tweed! 


What made we twa loo lang and weel 
Wi beart and band in ane? 
Because my Nan to me was liel* 
And I was liel to Nan! 
Then lane lt gang,—fareweel bauld Clyde, 
My dull is sair indeed! 
Fareweel to a’,—my bonnie bride, 
Dear Nannie o’ the Tweed! 
HAROLD. 








* Faithfal. 





J 
FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 


THE SLEIGH PARTY. 
( Concluded.) 


*€ Alas, alas, our ruin’s fated: 
.* All done up, avd spiflicated / 
[FUDGE FAMILY IN PARIS. 


The steeds took fright,—away they flew, 
Thro’ many a pathless bank of snow ! 
“be sleighs were hidden in the mist, 
ind Charger kick’d at Pugilist! 
Dash kept his post and pois’d his fash, 
N While Mrs B criedj;—“ Mr. Dash! 
Ve’ll break our necks.—I'w sure the nation, 
in me would lose ap acquisition 
Yo all that’s fine,—lud' —pull the reign, 
Dear, 
(was allin vain Vash.tried bis best, 
Aud all the ladies took’d distress'd ; 
» Sare'—sare!”’ scream'd out fair demoisselle, 
* Take hold de ta‘l—de cet cheval! 
Mon Dicu'—I think you mean to throw 
De ladies into de cold snow \” 
Dash did his best,—he check’d fierce Charger, 
But all at once his waist grew larger! 
As if by the great drum of heaven, 
The cords gave way—his stays were riven! 
The fair oues tried,—but could not blush, 
For moiselle S —‘twas vain to hush 
The bursting laugh she cast upon 
Our fashionable paragon! 
But oh'—I'm shock’d at Mrs. B. 
That matron of famed purity! 
She really told our woeful wight, 
Nhat tho’ he’d made her blush outright, 
She'd lace his corsets twice as tight! 
She would have done it ‘fore the whole, 
But the fiery steeds despised control! 
| Reckless they cash’d adown a lane, 
tnd Dash’s skill was all in vain; 
The other sleighs to Harlaem went, 
But Dash towards the city bent 
igain his most unwisii’d for course, 
With curses on his foremost horse! 


e'—you keep one in such pain!” 


a ea 

















The Béigery saw them in full speed, 
Smack 3 the corn¢r,—loud indeed 
Was the wild greeting then bestow'd, 
For lined with butchers was the road! 
1 drove of cattle chanced just then 
lo pass,—of oxen, sheep and men ; 























120 iq 


——— 
And her locks, be they ever so gracefully braided, | 


They sung the straia of Tarry Town, 

And many a doleful rending groan, 

They blended with the merry knells, 
Thatcame from sleigh and dirt-cart bells; 

A mighty chaos of discords, 

Ase’er was heard at preacher B——’s, 

(Who held a creed most orthodox, 

He call'd this world a tinder-box 

The people in it helpless maggots, 

Whose bones would serve for kind’ling faggots ')* 


As if enhanced by music's strain, 
The steeds put forth their might and main, 
And dash’d into the minstrel! drove, 
E’en all the thundering powers of Jove, 
Could not have barr'd the glorious speed, 
And Charger, that,unruly steed! 
Kick'd down a dozen or two of sheep, 
That he might have a better sweep! 
Dash curs’d the fray,—but could not fix it, 
He stood much like the far fam’d Quirote / 
When brave he charged amid the dreve, 
For honour and his lady's love! 
Nor was the fracus finish’d here, * 
The horses girt with reeking geer, 
Sped down the road, and left the sheep, 
The oxen,—driyers,—all to weep! 


_A pump, as usual, barr’d the way, 
*Twas just the thing to rive a sleigh! 
Our hero now beheld bis danger, 

To skill, I've said he was no stranger! 
He pull'd the reins,—but lack! too late, 
Submit they must to fickle fate! 


O'er went the sleigh,—and all the cr 
Were tumbled . 


= -s : m,. 
' such a row was never ad 


Since Gilpia’s glorious flight, f ween, 
Fair moiselle S.—with screaming, squalling, 
Went head-long in the snow-bank sprawling! 
Her motley Leghorn flew away, 
And ne’er was heard of to this day! 
The clumsy mountain, Mrs B. 

With all her scraps and flummery! 

Was souced into a stagnant puddle, 

Where she remain’d to shake her noddle! 
Until some people, thro’ compassion, 

With strife, took out this pink of fashion! 
Her daughters fair.—the two Miss B's, 
Stood in the snow up to their knees, 
Bawling aloud,—anto the crowd, 

Who stood and gapped.—and erin’d, and vow'd, | 
That fortune, with her temper fickle, 

Ne’er “fore put souls in such a pickle! 

As for poor Dash,—unhappy mau! 

After his tandem sleigh he ran ; 

We'll let hia run with wishes hearty, 

That he way’nt rue the Sleighing Party ! 

LATUS RECTUM. 
Poet's Garret, Jan. 7, | 822. 


* Vide the preachers lectures. 





From the Alexandria ms 
THE SWEET LITTLE CH'!NCHILLI HAT. 


Oh' the face of the lady is darken’d and shaded, 


When shrouded beneath a tremendous Leg- 
horn; 
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~~ 


From our view are completely eauceal'd, and 
withdrawn. 
The annals of fashion have nothing recorded, 
That e’er on the brow of a fair lady sat, 
Which to beauty, hath so much of splendour 
afforded, 


As a sweet little Chinchilli Hat. 


How lovely it looks, with its tall feathers play- 
ing, 
Now showing——now hiding a beautiful face ; 


While the bright eyes below it, at freedom are | 


straying, 
And we view in full splendour the features of 
grace! ’ 
Oh! there ne’er was a bonnet 6f silk or of satin. 
A turban of Turkey, a straw or a flat, 
That ever display’d so much beauty as that in » 
A sweet little Chinchilli Hat. 


The girdle of gold is so tastefully twining, 
And wreathing its brightness and brilliance 
around, 
With the bues of the ribbon its splendour com- 
bining, 
That surely there never was tho't of or found. 
“Mong the whimsies of fashion, so changeful and 
flaunting, 
A bonnet so pretty, or tasteful, as that 
Whose charms I am singing—so sweet and en- 
chanting, 
As a sweet little Chinchilli Hat. 


eEo——_{_—_[_[_—___—_—_—_—_——SEEs— 





TO CORRESPONDENTs, 
«*, The lines of “ Philario,” are On file. § 
number of others are received, which inal 
possible for us to pay attention to thie wea 
some of whieh we fear will be Consigned to 
|“ pigeon hole” from whose bourn none 
the manuscript being too illegible for us 4 
cypher. 









MARRIED, F 


On Sunday evening last, by the Rer ‘ : 
Knapp, Mr. Patrick Carpenter, to Miss Jeg! 
tRiker, all of this city. 

On Monday evening last, by the Rev yy 
M’Clay, Mr. Abraham Baucker, to “se 
beth Lyons, both of this city 4 

At Brooklyn, on Toesday evening last, 
the Rev. Mr. Onderdonk, Mr. bravcis Bouwgle 
‘of Charlesion, (S.C) to Miss Agues Whit, Pe 
daughter of the late Mr. William Whiteo i 
former place ™ 

fw St. Peter's Church, in Auburn, Cayorsn 
jby the Rev. Mr Smith, the Rev ‘Brancis H Cn 
ming, Rector of St. Luke's Church, Rochese i 
to Miss Caroline A. Hubert, danehter of & 
Hon John W Hulbert, of that place. 
| At Bellville, N. J. Mr Pheneas D. Bailey,é 
ithis city, to Miss Margaret Crane of Bloom 


——— 
DIED, 


On Wednesday mornivg last, after a longa 


. 
~ 
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Quick Work.—Scarcely two weeks Have elap- 
sed since the whole of the new novel “ The Pi- 
rate,” reached this country, and already three 
editions has been printed one in Philadelphia, 
one in Boston, and one in this city; the most of 
which we understand were immediately dispo- 
sed of: so great was the thirst of the Literati 


for devouring the fruits of the prolific pen of this |, 


** great unknown” Author, who still refuses to 
give his name to the world. 


The collection in Philadelphia, for the Or. 
phan Asylum, amount to near 23,000 dollars | 
Adding to this, the sum which was insured. 
$600, and the donation of the State Legislature, 
$5000, they have a total of $33,800. It is said 
that the British Ambassador at Washington, 
Mr Canning, transmitted one hundred dollars 
to the Managers of the Institution, as a contri. 
bution from his own purse. * 


An effectual check to counterfeiting.—Jobu 
Billis bas been convicted in the Constitution 21 
Court at Charleston, of passing a counterf: }\ 
note of the hank of the State of South Carolin 
and sentenced to be hanged on the 15th of iol, 
month. Judge Huger presided, and prououncef# 
sentence on the criminal. 


Terms, 4 dolls. per year —Country sv 
4 


\painful illness, Mrs. Mary Mullavy 


{ On Wednesday morning last, Mr Mossiee 







vis, aged 73 a 
On Wednesday, after a short illness, Mr Jois 
Leater. 

On Monday morning, of a lingering ines 
Mr. Henry Sicktes, tate of the custom-house 
On Sunday afternoon, Mrs. Mary Niches % 
widow of Lewis Nichols, deceased, in the mae 
year of her age. st 
On Saturday last, after a short illness, Jot 


‘Henry Hancock, iu the 17th year of his age me 
} 


LETTER-PRESS PRINTING. 


PAMPHLETs, Carps, HANDBILLS, Cinct 
LaRs, &c Kc. executed with neatness pail 
patch, at the office of the Ladies’ Literary OF 3 
binet. No. 30 William-st. directly opposite * 
Post office 














the Post-Office. 











PRINTED AND PUBLISHED 0 

BY NATHANIEL SMITH & = 

At No. 15 Cedar-street, and 30 Willows 
divectly opposite the Post Office to Ms 

communications (post paid) may %¢ 

addressed scribe) 








[Bait, ning Chronicle. 





to pay in advauce. ‘. 


o> 


Sl nat oo! 
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